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T be Hiflorie ef 

I am as hot as molten Lead, and as hdauie too: God kecpeLead 
outofme, Inecd nomore weight then mine owne Bowels. I 
haue led my rag ofMuffins where they are peperd: theresnot 
three ofmyr jo. left aline, and they are for the townesend, to 
beg dnringlife.But who comes heere? Enterthe Prince , 

Prin. What dandd thou idlehere? lend me thy Sword, 
Many aNoble man lies ftarkeand diffc 
Vnder thchoues of vaunting enemies, 

Whofe deaths are yet vnrcucngd; [ prethee lend me thy fword. 

Fal. O Ha/,1 prethee giue me leaue to breath a while:Turke 
Gregorie ncoer did fuch deeds in artnes, as I haue done this day: 
1 haue payd Percy, I haue made h:m hire. 

Prin. fieis indeed, and liuingto kill thee ; 

I prethee lend me thy Sword. 

Fal. Nay, before God Hal, if Percy be aliue,thou getftnotray 
Sword ; buttaketny Piflollifthou wilt. 

Prin. Giue it me : what? is it in thacafe? 

FalJ. I Hal, tis hot.thcres that will Sacke a Citie. 

7 "be 'Prince dr awes it out, and findes it a bottle of S ache. 

Prm. What.isitatimetoiedanddally now. 

Hethrowes the Bottle at him. Fxit. 

Fal. If Percy be aliuc,Ilepierce him.ifhe do come in my way, 
fo: ifhe do not, if I come in his willingly, let him make aCarbo- 
nado ofme. I like not fuch grinning honour as StrWalter hath: 
giue me life, which, if I can faue, fo : if not, honour comes va* 
lookt for, and theres an end. 
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Alarme, excarfions , enter the King. the 'Prince, Lor dlohn 
ofLancafrer.and Sarle of Wefbncrland . 

King. T prethee Harryyis’tthdix aw thy feife, thou Needed toe 
much ; Lord John of Lancafer, »oc you with him. . 

P.Job. Not l,my Lord, vnlefTe i did bleed too. 

Prin. I befcech your Maiefliemake vp, 

Lead: your retirement doe amaze your triends. 

King. I will do fo; my L.of Wcjlmerland lead him to his I ent. 

Weft. Come’myLdrdjlleleadlfoixto your Tent* 

Prin. Lead me my Lord? t do not need your helpc; 

And God forbid a ihallow fcratchfhoulddrmc ^ 


Henry the fourth. \ 

The Prince of Wales from fuchaFeld as this. 

Where (laindeNobilitie lies troden on* 

And Rebels Armes triumph in maflacres. 

John. Wee breath too long, come coofenWefhnerland, 
Ourdutiethis way lies : For Gods fake come. 

Prin. By God, thou had deceiude me.Lancafier, 

I did not tleinke thee Lord,offuch a fpirit j 
Before I lou’d thee as a Brother, Iohn, 

But now 1 doe refpc A: thee as my Soule. 

King. I faw him hold Lord Percy at the poynt, 

With ludier maintenance then I did I o ok e for 
Of fuch an vngrowne Warrier. 

Prin. O, this Boy lends mettall to vs all. Exit. 

Dowg. Another King, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Dowglas fatall to all thofc 

Tha! rs chefs colours on them. What art thou 

That counterfeitdthepcrfon ofaKing? 

King. ThcKing himfelfe,whoDw^/4rgricuesatheart, 

So many of hisfhadowes thou had met, 

And not the very King : 1 haue two Boyes 
Sceke Percy and thy felfe,about the Field ? 

But feeing thou fald on me fo luckily, 

I will afTay thec,and defend thy feife. 

Dowg. 1 fearethou art another Counterfeit; 

And yet in fay th thou beared thee like a King : 

But mine 1 am furc thou art,who ere thou be; 
iind thus 1 winnethee, 

They fight, the Kingbeing in danger, enter Prince of Wales. 

Prin. Hold vp thy head vileSW,or thou art like 
Ncucr to hold it vp againe,the fpirices 
Of valiant Sheri), Stafford, Blunt, are in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of Wales , that threatens thee, 
Whoneuerpromifcth,but hemeanes to pay. 

They fight, Dowglas fiyeth. 

Cheerely my Lord,ho w fares your Grace? 

Sw Nicholas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent, 

And fo hath Clifton .-lie to (f lift on draiglit. 

King. Stay, and breath a while, 
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